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FIRST PLACE POETRY 
Lynn Wells 
A Butterfly Lands on the Grave of My Friend 
Two pieces of translucent blue silk, 
the same blue as pieces of her car on Route 7, 
stir its own little breeze 
in the somber sunlight. 
It seems to hang in front of me 
like a waterfall in the air. 
I reach out to grasp it. 
It feels alive, an unreal blue powder 
lingers on my fingertips. 
I think that life is like the wispy wings of the Wood Nymph 
(Giant Swallowtail or Long-dash Skipper) 
-delicate, memorable. 
The missionary disappears beyond the tombstones. 
Its distinct colors 
(like her intentional unfeminine stagger and cackle-snort laugh) 
remain in my mind, vivid, permanent 
as the water flowing over stone. 
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Honorable Mention Poetry 
Warm Steel 
She grips the warm steel 
of the worn out bat, 
nodding to her father. 
The bat indents the soft earth when she taps it, 
as she has seen the players do, 
they in their prized dirt-clad uniforms, 
her father lazing on the couch, 
she trying to reach into his pretzel bowl. 
As she sings 
the sun-faded grass crunches tense 
under her sneakers, 
her now graceful arms make an arc 
in the air, 
and miss. 
The air screams with the slice of the slender steel. 
Before he can turn away 
she readies her bat, knuckles white around the silver handle. 
His eyes look past her 
to the smoke drifting from the chimney, 
thinking that the house needs to be repainted, 
the car serviced. 
The ball leaves his hand, 
impatiently, 
then falls to the graying neglected grass. 
"Ball," she says, 
He nods, throws, and she swings, 
determined. 
The empty air swells with the 
"whap" of the bat-
connection. 
Dropping the bat, she jumps, 
shouts, 
and he walks toward the house saying, 
"Good job," 
his voice hitting her like 
the thud of the cold metal bat. 
Lynn Wells 
She is the Thread She Sews With 
As my mother's mother works at her quilting frame 
it falters, just a bit, 
but stands 
as she has always stood while 
life worked on her. 
She is the thread she sews with, 
breakable but firm, 
able to make whole what would be only 
bits of colored cotton shapes. 
Strong is the one thread, 
but stronger is the thread and fabric and 
purpose, 
each pattern carefully chosen. 
We are the pieces of fabric, 
complex patterns 
(Dresden plate or Nine-patch), 





We sat on the faded flower print couch 
the patch of sun lazing through the window 
warm on our backs. 
"A paragraph," she said, 
as her wrinkled fingers moved 
down the page, 
patiently pausing at the blunt indentation of the text, 
my chubby chocolate-smudged fingers following behind. 
"Paragraph," I repeated, 
she smiled. 
She was the smell of Kleenex tissues 
in her blue and violet apron pockets, 
molasses cookies cooling in the kitchen. 
To me she was paragraphs-
important to the whole but 
complete in themselves. 
Sweat would gather on her forehead 
in the dry garden 
as she gave water to young sprouts. 
Her hands would shake after but 
she steadied them, I remember now, 
as her hand moved down the page, 
giving me the liquid of knowledge. 
Lynn Wells 
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FIRST PLACE FICTION 
George Barnette 
Remote Control 
Michelle had gone home early from work again where she tries to make sales on 
the telephone all day. She went on home first instead of stopping to pick up her 
little boy from the sitter's. She knows if she picks up Christopher first then 
watching her favorite soap would be a battle and would only spoil her mood. She 
didn't need to be pissed off, she thinks, as she slides off her shoes and covers up 
with an afghan. She groans as she has to get back up and search for the remote 
control. Steve's got the remote and she can't figure out where in the hell it has 
disappeared to. She snatches scattered sections of the paper from the coffee table 
letting them fall back in another scatter. Goddamnit, she yells, what did those 
fuckers do with the stupid remote. She gets down on all fours and checks under 
the chair and then looks under the couch waving her arm underneath after she 
looks. She checks under both pillows and puts them back in the corners the way 
she likes them. She grabs up the newspaper again in wads that she smashed 
together and she stomps into the kitchen and jams the ball into the garbage. The 
lid won't stay on the can and she throws it into the sink. She opens the 
refrigerator and grabs a Diet Coke, which she opens and sips from and leaves on 
the counter. Walking back into the livingroom, arms out in the air, gracefully 
pushing down as if to hush a crowd, she says out loud, okay okay now let me start 
again. Where would it be? 
It's 3:15 and she's missing her soap. All she wanted was to see her goddamn 
soap. After another search around the room, which turns up nothing, Michelle 
heads next door. Billy isn't home, but Michelle has a key so she goes in, flicks on 
the set, and starts digging in both pockets of her jeans at the same time. She pulls 
out half a joint that her brother had left her and tokes on it while she waits for 
the series of commercials to end and her soap to come back on. She has only 
missed twenty minutes and as she starts to feel stoned, things settle down. Her 
anger, she imagines, has broken up and floated away with the smoke. She smokes 
it down till it burns her fingertips and then drives it into the dirt of the banana 
tree plant that stands right beside her chair. 
Steve hollers to his labor man to bring the other two squares over to his side of 
the roof. He tells him to hustle up and get everything cleaned up and on the 
truck so they can get the hell off this roof and down to the Pub. Says they can be 
done and down the road with a check in thirty minutes if they hustle. Steve 
finishes quickly and walks the roof over two or three times to check the work. 
Best fuckin' roofer around he says and turns to watch Sonny sweeping and 
shoveling up the last of the old crumbled shingles. He wishes that big dopey dog 
would bite Sonny in the ass to get him going. He thinks Sonny won't ever 
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amount to much if he doesn't get the lead out of his ass, but he likes him just the 
same and treats him like a little brother most of the time. . 
Down at Doc's Pub there's two stools left and Steve and Sonny grab them. 
Steve knows all the guys here and used to work with most of them. Fuck it 
though, he says, there's more money in sidework than working for some pricks 
who never get their hands dirty. All the guys respect him and wonder why he 
talks so loud and tries everyday in the same way to prove his case of making more 
money on the side. Things are best when they just talk football. Everybody loves 
the Niners, there's total agreement. With football they can only argue with the 
t .V. and they do that together against some dumbass who thinks Joe Montana 
played not a great game. 
Steve was talking to one of his old buddies from the roofing company he last 
worked for. He didn't notice Sonny get up till he saw him in the corner putting a 
quarter into the pay phone and dialing. His buddy was telling him that old Big 
Mac had fallen off a roof and broke two ribs, said he was in whatever hospital the 
company has insurance with, he wasn't sure which one that was yet. Old Big Mac 
was good to Steve when they worked together. He even loaned Steve two 
hundred dollars one time and didn't ask why he needed it. The old man was in his 
late fifties and he always called him Stevie or son when he told him what to 
expect from bosses and wives. The t.V. hung in the corner right over Sonny who 
was trying to talk to his girlfriend. It blared out sports news and Steve saw Sonny 
with one ear plugged looking down in the corner like someone who'd been made ' 
to stand there because they were being punished for something. He heard a song 
burst out from the juke box behind him and the smack of pool balls on the break. 
The noise of all the men talking blended into nothing and he stared in a blur at 
the neatly stacked mugs against the wall. He could see himself with Big Mac 
sprawled in the front of the company truck eating the lunches they'd brought 
from home. He'd been quiet that day and Big Mac asked him then what he was 
brooding over, why he was pissed. It's my fucking old lady, Steve had said, she's 
giving me hell, he said. Big Mac had just laughed and said, what's new, son, aren't 
you used to that yet? 
But this is different, Steve had said. Things are fucked man you know? I can't 
tell what the deal is with her. I was heading up to the bowling alley the other 
night and I saw her walking to the park with some dildo from her night class. She 
didn't see me so I just waited at home to see what she'd say when I asked her how 
class was. When she got home I lost it. I just jumped right in and asked what the 
fucking deal was. Then she tore into my ass and said I was paranoid and a fucking 
dumb-ass. She laid it on me so heavy that I ended up apologizing, me. I just can't 
tell what to think man. She claims she's innocent, but I just feel fucked up, you 
know? 
7 
Big Mac said, look, Stevie, I know all about it. I've been fucked and not kissed 
more than once in my time. Let me tell you something son. You cannot trust a 
woman. You can't do anything this time, but I'd watch her shit, buddy. I'm telling 
you the truth. You can't trust a woman. Now that's just the way it is, you 
understand? Don't you forget it, Stevie. 
Steve. Hey, Steve, snap out of it man, what do you think, do you want in on 
the Niners jackpot or not? Ten bucks man. Steve didn't snap to his response, but 
slowly reached for his wallet and, handing Doc the money, began to focus on the 
numbers that were left. Sonny came back and sat down and Steve asked him his 
age. That number wasn't open so he told Sonny to pick one and got up to use the 
phone. 
They said Michelle had left earlier in the day because she was feeling bad. Steve 
called the house and let it ring twenty-five times. He counted them and waited 
for the silence after the twenty-fifth ring before he slammed the receiver onto 
the hook. Doc said, easy Stevie. 
Steve sat back down and was served a fresh beer. Sonny said it was his round. 
Sonny said after this one he had to get going, said he had to see his woman. Last 
night, Sonny said, I played poker instead, so she's missing it you know. Can't let 
her go without, Sonny said. That would be a crime you know, he laughed and 
slapped Steve on the back. He stood up and finished off the rest of his beer. In 
the morning man, take it easy, Sonny said. 
Okay, Steve said. Be careful, buddy. Drive careful and I'll see you bright and 
early. Steve looked back to the television and watched Doc trying to get the 
picture tuned in. 
Michelle could hardly read the red square numbers on the clock above the t.V. 
She jerked up out of the chair and stepped close blinking to focus. Holy shit, she 
said, what" hit me, goddamn 6:30, fuck, and she ran out the door. She flew in her 
kitchen, grabbed her keys off the counter, set some hamburger out on the stove 
top and ran to the car and took off. The sitter would be a bitch for her being so 
late and she'd forgotten to go by the bank for the money they owed for this week. 
Chris would be whining and difficult. Now Stevie will be home before she gets 
back. Great, she thinks, a knockdown drag-out, great. She's to the sitter's in five 
minutes. The sitter is a bitch. 
When she pulls back in at the apartment Steve's car is not in the space and she 
is relieved. She notices that the dumpster is not overflowing as usual and tells 
Christopher he gets to help Mommy take out the garbage first thing. She helps 
him pull out the bulging trash bag and takes it from him to tie it up. Christopher 
pulls a new bag out from the bottom of the closet and Michelle says, let Mommy 
help you with that, as she flicks out the plastic, slamming it full of air. They tuck 
it around the edges and after a second it occurs to her to get the lid out of the 
sink. When the garbage is out they both wash their hands and Michelle starts 
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supper. Michelle asks if spaghetti sounds yummy and tells him to wash his hands 
better as he strains to get his arm back between the stove and the refrigerator for 
the strawberry magnet he knocked off the fridge. 
While supper cooks she turns on the stereo and tunes into her favorite station. 
She hates country music. Christopher sits up at the table and pulls out coloring 
book pictures that he'd worked on at the sitter's. Very good, says Michelle, that's 
so good, Chris. I like the Scooby Doo one the best, can I have that one? He says 
yes and smiles and keeps pulling things out of his bag. She says, nope, not on the 
table with those cars, Christopher, you'll scratch it, okay? Okay, says Chris, and 
moves to the floor to push the Trans-Am through the carpet. 
A little after seven Steve finally gets home. Supper is out and they're just 
sitting down, said they saw him pull in and everything's ready. Steve gives a grunt 
and sits down. Michelle says, Christopher what did Daddy forget to do, and Chris 
says, you have to wash your hands before you can eat, Daddy, so Steve gives a 
smile and messes up Chris's hair as he gets up to wash them. 
I tried to call you today, got sick huh, Steve said. He was chewing slowly and 
staring at his plate like there was something wrong with what he saw. 
That's what I told them, Michelle said, I just had to come home you know? Just 
one of those days. 
Steve has not touched his milk. When he finished his plate he sucked down the 
whole glass in one breath. She watched his adam's apple gulping as he emptied his 
glass. 
He looked over at her plate and then up to her face. He said, so where in the 
hell were you then, Michelle? I called here too goddamnit. What have you been 
doing all day long? 
I fell asleep, she said. I was out of it you know? Dead to the world. I must've 
just slept right through it. Did you give it time to wake me? What is your 
problem? 
No problem here, Steve said, guess I didn't wait long enough. Guess you were 
sleeping pretty heavy. I'm going to take a shower. Hey, thanks for supper. It's 
good to have it ready like that. 
Steve was upstairs taking a shower as she collected the dishes. Chris has his 
toys strung out of the toy box in the livingroom floor. She decided to let the 
dishes just soak for now and told Chris yes when he asked her 'to play airplane 
with him. He has already dug out the plane and she was helping him search for 
the people. She was looking so hard for those tiny round people to fill up the 
plane that it didn't occur to her immediately. After a minute, though, she 
noticed the black remote control among the clutter of toys. She looked at it for a 
while and did not pick it out. She stared at the buttons above numbers, the little 
triangles of up and down volume and channel, the red one said power above it. 
She noticed Christopher yawn and felt a fear as if he'd been choking. She 
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watched him sitting people into their seats on the plane, saw the spit on his red 
lips. She said it was bedtime and they'd play in the morning. They put the toys 
back together. Chrjstopher complained, but then obeyed and handed her the toys 
one by one while she placed them in so that they would all fit. She closed the lid 
and picked Christopher up in her arms. 
She was just to the steps with him when Steve came down in a towel. She told 
Christopher to kiss Daddy goodnight. Steve kissed him goodnight and went on 
down the stairs. 
She laid Christopher down and kissed his forehead. She gently stroked his hair 
for a while and said she loved him very much. She shut his door and ctossed the 
hall to their bedroom. She took off her clothes and threw them in the hamper, 
put her earrings in the music box on her dresser. She turned off the lights and 
shut the door. There was no light at all in the room. It was completely black. She 
found her way to the bed and crawled in. She pulled the covers over her head 
and pushed her face into the thick pillow. It was eight thirty. 
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SECOND PLACE POETRY 
Dead Hair 
The old white house sits nestled in pine, 
Past the big rock where the whippoorwill died. 
A skeleton key makes the front door sigh, 
As I measure my breath and step, trepid, inside. 
Yes, I've been here before. 
Now where is the rocker that sang me to sleep? 
Gone, too, is the stove where the beans used to boil 
And the lesson was learned of getting close to the flame. 
She held me and kissed me and the secret was mine. 
Dusty Crum 
"Go," she said "to the back room, and get my thimble from the drawer," 
The one on the top which I look into now, 
And find in a bun, 
Mice singing in dead hair. 
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SECOND PLACE FICTION 
Dolly Woods 
Mae 
The kitchen was cluttered with boxes of pots and pans, garbage, and dirty 
dishes. Mae sat at the card table, a burning cigarette, a half cup of coffee gone 
cold in front of her. She balanced her baby on her shoulder with her one hand 
while she smoked with the other. The stove and refrigerator were directly behind 
the table just at arm's reach. She hardly ever had to get up. Mark had brought 
their little black and white t.V. in there so he could watch while he ate dinner. 
. Now he ate dinner with some bimbo named Wanda. Worked fine for Mae. She 
just stayed at the table, watching soap operas, game shows and holding the baby. 
Sometimes she'd visit her sister on the other side of town. First she'd drop 
off the baby with the neighbors. She'd put the best sleeper on the baby. The 
neighbors were really good about keeping the baby because they always thought 
she was out job-hunting. It didn't really matter, they'd have kept the baby anyway. 
They'd always wanted one, but for some reason couldn't have one. So they always 
welcomed her in with baby-talk greetings and promises of a fun-filled day for 
little Meggy. 
Mae would hop a bus, fire up a cigarette, and be at her sister Ann's in no 
time. She sang Janis Joplin songs to herself on the ride over. When she got there 
Ann would crank up Janis Joplin's Greatest Hits and the two of them would perform 
"Me and Bobby McGee" in front of the mirror using their hair brushes like 
microphones. They would take turns painting each other's faces with piles of 
make-up. Then pour themselves into really tight jeans that pushed their butts 
up and add tank or tube tops. 
Their route was always the same. Down past the Faith Assembly Church of 
God, farther down to stop at Convenient for a Mt. Dew, around the corner 
and four blocks down to The Warehouse. The Warehouse was a bar that had 
been made from an old storage building for some company that went bankrupt . 
A couple of the employees put together their savings, took out a loan or two, 
and converted the building to a bar/pool room. Mostly people who used to work 
for the company hung out there. A lot of middle-aged men tired from jobs or 
looking for new ones. 
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At The Warehouse, Mae and Ann could always get up a few good games of 
pool and were always guaranteed at least three free drinks. One 'night Ann managed 
to get twelve free drinks. The loser had to buy the winner a 32-ounce Mt. Dew 
from Convenient. 
This afternoon The Warehouse held the usual faces. Tommy got them started 
on a game of pool and bought them both a beer. Tommy was okay. He was 
about 32 and was working nights at a garage when he wasn't calling in sick. 
He was in a pretty good mood this afternoon so he'd probably call in. Ann was 
counting on it, anyway. Ann had a thing for tall thin guys with hair that badly 
needed cutting. She says it's because of her first real love. She was in eighth 
grade. The guy, she calls him T.J., but can't really remember his real name, was 
in the tenth grade. They met at the roller rink one night and he convinced 
her to go behind the building with him. He sucked her titties. That was the 
first time anyone had ever done that. Now she likes to lean over and let Tommy 
get good long glances of them. She'd ' look the other way while he looked down 
her shirt. 
She was doing it right now. Just bent over enough to let her tank top gap 
for the view. Tommy chalked the end of his pool stick as he watched. Mae 
sat on a stool with her beer and cigarette, not really paying much attention 
to anything. Tommy let Ann win the game, he bought three more beers. The 
three of them were drinking when Slug challenged Ann to a game of pool. Slug 
was short and dark. A Mexican migrant worker who had moved a few weeks 
ago from Texas. Just got tired of the scene and ended up here. Ann accepted 
because she was curious about him. 
Mae and Tommy talked and laughed over their beers while Ann bent over 
for Slug. More drinks were sure to follow. Tommy rattled on about some cabin 
up in the hills that Mae really should see. He said there was a great lake out 
there that was perfect for night-time swimming. Mae cracked a joke about the 
creature from the black lagoon getting them in the dark. Slug and Ann finished 
their game and went out to Slug's car. Tommy bought Mae a whiskey sour and 
touched her hand as he gave it to her. She smiled. 
"You smile nice," he said. 
"It ain't nothing, just push up your lips. Comes in handy sometimes." She 
twisted herself around on the stool and laughed. 
"You're really cute, you know. Why don't we drive up to that cabin?" He 
touched Mae's shoulder and placed his finger under the strap of her white tank 
top. 
"I can't," she said. "I gotta get home to my baby. She's at the neighbors and 
I gotta get her." 
"Well, can't she stay overnight or something?" 
"Naw. Didn't send that much milk and diapers. Just can't go. Okay." 
13 
"We could go to my trailer on the other end of town. You know, listen to 
music and talk or dance. We don't have to stay long." 
"No. I shouldn't. We got music here and we're talking now." 
He took her by the arm and led her off the bar stool. She followed him across 
the room, across the parking lot, and climbed by herself into the black chevy 
truck. Tommy hopped in and switched on some country music station. He slid 
his arm out across the back of the seat and played with Mae's hair. He sang 
as he drove "Momma don't let your babies grow up to be cowboys. Don't let 
'em pick guitars ... Let 'em be doctors and lawyers and stuff." Occasionally he 
tapped the beat with his fingers against the back of Mae's head. She kept thinking 
how much she wanted to change the station. How much she wanted her boobs 
to stop bouncing as they drove. They rolled through a stop sign but stopped 
at a red light five minutes later. Stillness provided Mae some relief. 
"Honey, we're gonna have one hell of a time." Tommy let the words seethe 
through his lips and started in on another song. "Hey, hey, good looking whatcha 
got cooking? Howsa 'bout cookin' somethin' up with me?" He raised his eyebrows 
at Mae. He looked in the rear view mirror and pushed his bangs from his face. 
Mae rested her hand on the truck door handle. Gripped it tight, opened it 
fast and ran. She ran down the sidewalk and around corners till she found the 
Convenient. She never looked back. At Convenient she bought a 32-ounce Mt. 
Dew and some baby keys. She walked home sipping the Mt. Dew and twirling 
the keys. She hummed "Me and Bobby McGee." About halfway back sprinkles 
started to fall. She tried to catch them on her tongue. She tried till she got 
home. 
The neighbors were surprised to see her home before 10:00. They told her 
Meggy needed some more milk. Mae knew that, she didn't pay much mind. She 
just picked up Meggy covered her with a blanket and went home. She poured 
a bottle of milk and a cup of coffee. She flipped on a rerun of M.A.S.H and 
took her place at the table. 
The National Anthem was preceded by a moment of meditation. When the 
screen screetched and scrambled into grey, Mae reached out to turn it off. The 
house was cluttered with silence. The moon and street lamps shadowed the kitchen 
in patches of light. She stepped slowly, stumbling in the dark, her hands stretched 
before her, seeking familiar objects. The other hand held Meggy close to her 
shoulder, damp from drool. She found her way to the crib and leaned forward 
placing Meggy inside. She stood over the crib, watching the baby twitch an arm 
and roll her head, adjusting to the new sleeping spot. She thought it amazing 
that Meggy could get comfortable so quickly. That Meggy could spend the entire 
evening perched on her shoulder, be carried through a room, tilted backwards, 
land on a cold mattress and not wake up. Mae stood over the baby, gripping 
the rail with whitened knuckles. She took a deep breath and let herself fall back 
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onto her bed. Her body bounced against the mattress and settled. It gave her 
energy. For a few brief seconds she felt recharged. But the softness of the sheets 
was flirtatious. She pulled back the covers and slept. 
A man and a woman sit in a coffee shop near a window. Sunlight covers them 
so they have no faces. The woman says, "Earthworms are fascinating" as she 
moves her head from side to side. 
"What!" the man shrieks as he kicks over the table. Two coffee cups crash 
to the floor spilling out earthworms. "I wish you'd stop it!" 
He removes a pair of tweezers from his pocket and begins pinching up the 
worms. The woman grows into a gigantic form and hovers over him as he kneels 
to the floor. "You're never satisfied with my creation." She takes a deep breath 
and exhales a gust that blows everything away and leaves her huge form standing 
on top of the earth. One foot is in an ocean th~ other in a forest. She bends 
down and plucks out a redwood tree. 
Mae rolled into the wall, smashing her hand between the mattress and the 
panelling. The cold and hard of the wall chilled her hand enough to annoy her 
into waking. She could still see those earthworms when she checked Meggy. Meggy 
slept with her arms over her head, twitching a thumb on some of her breaths, 
she'd be awake soon too. 
She let her eyes gaze around just over the crib to let herself see what Meggy 
would see when she woke up. Not much there, really: panelled walls, a few cobwebs, 
and the little straw hat with the blue ribbon. She stared at the little hat squinting 
her eyes. She'd made the little hat. Just decided one day in Wal-Mart to browse 
everything, make a day of buying diapers and toothpaste. She bought the hat, 
some blue ribbon, and some blue silk rosebuds. The whole thing only took only 
a couple of dollars. She sat over the hat for hours, rearranging the flowers, 
experimenting with the ribbon, and finally attaching it all. She'd been proud 
of her work, her little straw hat. She thought she'd do more of that stuff. Make 
the place look nice. Be more of a wife and mother. She never did do any more. 
She just hung the little hat over Meggy's little crib and watched her husband 
pack his things and go. He'd shoved all he could into one green vinyl suitcase 
and strode out the door. Afterwards she looked at the hat and cried. Now Meggy 
woke up every morning, saw the hat first thing and cried. 
Mae had a bottle in her hand this morning. Meggy barely. got out two squeaks 
before Mae had soothed the opening of her mouth with the formula. She watched 
Meggy nurse the bottle and rub her eyes with her tiny hands. Meggy was so 
soft . She was so soft she deserved better. Mae tried to think of how to make 
things better. She'd clean the house, put Meggy in her stroller, go for a walk 
in the park, sing songs and buy her some story books. Meggy finished the bottle 
and let out her "change me" squeal. 
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Mae dropped the diaper into the trash can just as the door sounded with 
a familiar knock. "Come in" she called. Ann bounded in, tank top strap falling 
across her arm, "Whatcha ya doin' today? Wanna go to the Warehouse?" She'd 
already painted her face and was raring to go. 
"It's too early to go now, Ann. Gees it's only 9:00." 
"Yeah, I know. But we can go later. I mean, we need time to get ready and 
drop Meggy off." 
"I don't think I really want to go today. I gotta do shit around here." 
"Oh hell you don't gotta do nothin'. We'll go and tomorrow I'll help you 
here, okay?" 
"Why don't you help me here today and we'll go tomorrow?" 
"Ah, damn Mae, I want to go today. Come on!" 
"No, you can go. I'm staying." 
"Well hell. You ain't no fun." 
"I can't go now. It's too early." 
Ann plopped against the bed hopelessly. She knew Mae wouldn't go. She was 
in one of her moods. She lay there and kicked her legs back and forth while 
Mae put Meggy in her walker and started some dishes. 
"Damn Mae, why don't you want to go? Shit, get out of your mood!" 
"I'm not going." Mae was firm in her tone. 
Ann sighed and knew she'd lost. This was just like the camping trip they'd 
taken when they were kids. Their mom and dad were getting the fire ready to 
cook up some fish they'd caught. Mae was playing with some sticks in the dirt. 
She was supposed to be watching Ann. Ann decided to explore. So she took 
out to the woods, but didn't go too far because the big trees and weird sounds 
scared her. She was sitting under a tree when she heard her mother ask Mae 
to bring her up to eat. She saw Mae look panicked, spin her head around, afraid 
she wouldn't see Ann. She saw Mae run down to the creek. Ann scrambled 
under a bush and hid. Mae ran up and down, even in circles, calling in a loud 
whisper so her parents wouldn't hear her. Ann watched for about five minutes 
then jumped out with a "boo." Mae got so mad her skin turned pink. She squinted 
her eyes and said, "Don't ever do that again. I'm not going to talk to you for 
the rest of the day." And she didn't. 
Ann thought she was overly mad. Now, here was that same serious tone about 
going to the Warehouse. Ann rolled her head toward the wall and pushed her 
hair back. "Hey, I remember you making this hat. It would look really cool hanging 
on my dresser mirror." She perked up a bit. 
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Mae stepped out of the kitchen, wlpmg soap suds from her hands on to a 
dishtowel. "Want it? You can have it." She reached out and flipped it off the 
wall onto Ann's stomach. "It's yours. I don't need it anymore." 
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FIRST PLACE ART 
Sage 
Liu Shan monotype 
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SECOND PLACE ART 
Horsing Around 
Kitty Wilson photograph 
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HONORABLE MENTION ART 
Untitled 
Nancy E. Wayman silkscreen print 
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HONORABLE MENTION ART 
Untitled 
Suzanne Howe aquatint print 
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HONORABLE MENTION ART 
Untitled 




tempera and brush drawing 
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Untitled 




Angela York collage composition 
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HONORABLE MENTION POETRY 
Lake Episode 
Water cleaves to the hull of my boat 
trespassing the lake's night. 
Equally between banks I stop, 
and the wake ripples away. 
The lake settles to cellophane, 
or else a breeze pushes it 
molasses-like to the edge 
where an earthy hum codes the silence. 
In the distance, flickers 
of serious fishermen dance 
before hunched-black herds, 
while Canadian geese, vatican citizens 
by day and world travelers at night, 
swim sequences across the moon. 
Marta Tomes 
War Poem 
The air is so heavy 
the cypress slumps. 
The spiders spin indifferently. 
The sun comes early and stays late, 
and night is darker than before. 
Songbirds confuse their words 
and stutter. And sometimes, 
the sea forgets to whisper. 
Wives and mothers hold their own hands, 
and wish out scenes 





She's on safari today stalking 
Nairobi with a big black machete 
man swiping paths 
through the jungle. She is Livingstone. 
My brother and I come in 
through the back door: witchdoctor's children; 
our eyes walk quietly past. 
She opens a quart of green beans 
and rolls out her biscuits. Daddy arrives 
smelling like holsteins 
and chlorine, eats his supper. 
In his recliner, he moves out 
west and becomes a real cowboy. 
Marta Tomes 
The Agreement 
She comes just after dawn 
. for baby back and speckled 
britches, a white-tail, tan and touchable. 
She notices me, measures me 
like fine grade linen-It is her choice. 
Nose to the scrub, she curls 
her tongue on stems stiffened 
by the early frost-I squat to rake 
the coals, and pour another cup of coffee 
from the blackened pot. Her eyes brush 
me like the shadow of a cloud I pretend 
to ignore. She must not feel important to me. 





I do not sleep again tonight 
but walk about my gardens 
that overlook Ithaca, and beyond 
where the sea is licking the shore away. 
At my feet, creaking between two stones 
like a pinched mast, is a cricket . 
. . . We rocked in the sea to such 
sounds, with sails plumping and flashes 
that split the night, jagged and sulfurous-
tantrums of some god. That trip is as filmy 
as the fog of last night's dream. 
The moon pokes its head between two clouds now 
and catches on my dress, a trick 
from another night, when you and I 
bruised spring grasses, and were caught in the moon. 
But that was long ago-fifteen years, 
that grew your son to a man 
and withered your mother like a raisin 
till she vanished. As for me, 
my virtue is renowned, my bed as cold 
as the basalt that lines your sea. 
News of Helen's homecoming was received 
this week. You cannot know what comfort 
I take in this. 
Marta Tomes 
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HONORABLE MENTION POETRY 
Solstice 
Midnight comes in half an hour. 
A swan in flight against the brilliant sky 
catches the attention of a man 
leaning against a ship's smooth railing. 
Neither swan nor man is speaking, 
and all around, a glassy sea, 
bright sun and crystal 
silhouettes of arctic mountains. 
Frank Olson 
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Westward Journey Toward a Death 
Chasing the afternoon sun, the flight 
slows dusk by half. Over the shining 
ribbon of the Mississippi, and silently bisecting 
southeast flowing rivers, his eyes soon mount 
the windswept, silhouetted ridges of the Rockies, 
and then glance back at peaks ablaze in alpenglow. 
Across the high desert and the High Sierra, 
he spirals downward to the dusk-cloaked coast. 
She who was his mother lies in bed, alert. 
Resting on her weakened, humped back, 
she holds her hand out as he bends 
awkwardly over her walker and kisses her bony cheek. 
A fortnight later he says goodbye in this same way, 
but waits, lingers, outside her door, then goes 
back in to say goodbye again. Her soul, 
radiating through her sparkling eyes, 
meets his child-soul for one last time. 
Later, on the eastbound flight, he watched 
the land turn dark and white beneath his gaze. 
Frank Olson 
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HONORABLE MENTION POETRY 
Silence of Winter 
Bitterness of winter twists and tears 
through the wallpaper, the rafters, 
the foundation of stone. December 5th. 
Did you need to go? Was Mother 
not good to you? the bed too cold 
or the sheets soiled? I thought 
I remembered them hanging stiff 
on the back porch. 
Mother should have hung them around 
the stove to keep them warm. 
Just September-the winds were blowing 
the blossoms on your tobacco crops-
You, Mother and me rode your tractor 
up the hollow to pick cherries. 
You lifted me high in the blue. 
Mother said, "Don't let her drop!" 
Darkness, silence except yellow light 
poking its way through the curtains. 
Your Bible sits alone on the night stand. 
You have been in the bed so long. 
Don't you want to say good-night 
before they cover your head? 
Leshia Hammons 
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A Day in the Life of Twelve 
The dinginess of gray stands 
alone in the drizzle of rain. 
Mother said, "Supper is getting cold." 
Evening crawls behind the pines 
as my need to slip away. 
Hinges creak as I open the door 
to the loomy quietness. 
Dust of the floor feels real 
against my feet. 
I climb the rafters to the loft 
with questions jarring through my brain, 
clear as a mountain stream. 
I just don't know where they are. 
With hands cupped beneath my head 
I stare at the tin ceiling. 
Are the answers lost in the haystack, 
in the drops of rain, 
or buried in the big oak beams? 
Leshia Hammons 
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HONORABLE MENTION POETRY 
Blinding Gray 
They bring stale flowers-
dying plants to scent the place 
with more sad colors. 
Wrinkled knees and black velvet 
sway in a slow shroud 
of Captain Black pipe smoke. 
The boy glances at his mother-
wooden, silent-
her glued-open eyes 
investigate a spot in the air. 
And pink-eyed old men shift 
in their seats, 
sweating their weary sadness. 
The boy's fists lose color 
as black and white have their way 
with the room, 
turni~g all the roses gray. 
Rocking and shuddering, 
furrowed women wail 
at the open box 
like at an empty trough, 
dampened by tears of thirst. 
They bring dying gray flowers-
sluggish offerings to the floor, 
and he stands to see 
as fifty shadows 
kneel to rest their heads-
murmuring necklace chants, 




Her crimson diamond 
breathes slow on black-
she slides on sticky tightrope, 
tiny bamboo reachers 
carefully and precisely 
probing the wire for balance-
she is dark and her eyes shine. 
r scarce can see 
a face without a look-
an action without 
an emotion. 
r scarce can see, 
but she sits plain. 
She is completely free-
one who can walk 
the tacky net without 
getting tripped 
up 
by any feeling. 
She is not hot 
nor cold-
and unaccusable, 
all she has to defend 
is her life. 




It'll Be All Right 
"Michael, come in and get your supper now." 
Michael turned and yelled back, "Coming, Muma!" but he wasn't moving. He 
just kept on sitting on the glider on the porch, fingering the cracked lime-green 
vinyl and looking for his cat. 
"Michael, I said now." 
No response this time. "Michael? Don't you want your food?" 
She stood in the doorway for a long time before he finally started to move. He 
turned and looked at her. She had her hand stuffed tightly into her apron 
pockets, the way she does when she gets angry. A couple of wiry hairs had 
straggled out of her bun. They brushed against her face and she pushed them 
back, hard enough to smooth the skin on that side of her face for a minute. "Do 
you need help getting up?" she asked him. 
As they walked, she walked, he lurched, toward the kitchen together, Muma 
fiddled with the lacy edging on her apron. There was a yellow stain on it that 
made the material stiff. "Michael, do you remember Mr. Perkins?" She paused, to 
give him time to answer. "He's that nice man from our old church, the one who 
brought you the comic books." She stopped and watched him struggle with his 
crutches for a while. He was looking down at the floor, studying the round marks 
the crutches left in the carpet, like animal tracks. 
"Michael, are you listening to me?" Still no response. '.'Michael! Are you in 
there? Could you really listen to your Muma, even just once? Here I am trying to 
tell you something really important. But you aren't listening. Why is that? Well?" 
Michael was settling into his chair. He looked up when she stopped, a little 
startled by the silence. He wondered if maybe he was expected to respond in some 
way. "OK, Muma." 
"OK? Now what is that supposed to mean? Michael?" 
By then, Michael already had finished his first mouthful of tasteless goop. It 
was a family recipe: Leftover Stew. She always made it for Michael because he 
couldn't taste that well anyway. He was eating away, mechanically shoveling in 
spoonful after spoonful. He could've been eating a bowl of cardboard and it 
wouldn't have mattered, he would never have noticed. 
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Muma was still sitting there, staring at him as he ate, watching the way the 
food collected in the corners of his mouth and on his chin. She picked up a 
napkin to wipe it away, but didn't. She just looked at him for a while. She'd never 
really noticed how old he looked. He was only thirty-five years old, but he looked 
almost fifty . He had those deep, dark hollows around his eyes. It made him look 
like something Boris Karloff would have played. His neck was twisted at a terrible 
angle. The muscle spasms in his neck were a new development. The cast on his 
foot was new, too. Muma's signature stood out in bold black ink, the only 
signature on it. 
Reaching for his cup of milk, Michael dropped his spoon. He spent the next 
five minutes trying to pick it up. Grabbing and dropping, grabbing and dwpping, 
never even getting frustrated. Muma sat with her chin digging into the palm of 
her hand. She started to get fidgety. It was getting harder and harder to just sit 
there and watch. The chair made a horrible scraping sound against the hardwood 
floor when she pushed it back. She retreated to the basement. She didn't see 
Michael finally manage to pick up the spoon. 
She started sorting through the laundry, pinning the socks together so they 
wouldn't get lost, pulling out the especially dirty clothes for soaking. Before the 
first load was even wet, the machine started shaking again. It shuddered for a 
while and died. Muma kicked it and immediately wished that she hadn't. She 
stared at the dormant machine while she sat rubbing her toe. 
She had been working in the basement, trying to coax the old washer to do one 
more week's laundry when Michael fell. He was trying to get her attention to tell 
her that Maggie was on the phone. The washer was making so much noise that 
she couldn't hear him. So, he decided to come downstairs and tell her. He 
overbalanced and fell. He came out with a broken ankle and muscle spasms in his 
neck. Dr. Turner said it was lucky, said that Michael's reactions are so slow, he 
wouldn't have been able to protect his head. It was only by luck that he didn't hit 
it . 
Muma opened the door to her daughter's scowling face. "What took you so 
long, Muma? I almost dropped the groceries." 
Ten minutes later, all the groceries were put away and Maggie was halfway 
through her cup of coffee. She was looking at Michael's latest pictures, fuzzy 
orange and white blobs, roughly cat-shaped, and letting him tell her about them. 
"That one was on my birthday. He's laying on the hat you bought me." 
"Really, that's great, Michael." 
"He's a real smart cat, that Petey. He killed three mice yesterday." 
"Yeah." 
"He squashed that hat, though." 
"I know. You told me before." 
"Can you get me another one?" 
"Michael, why don't you go sit on the porch? You can have one of your 
cigars-just one, mind you," Muma said. 
"OK, Muma. Don't forget my hat, Maggie." 
"You haven't told him yet have you?" 
"No. I tried, but he wasn't listening to me." 
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Muma poured them both some more coffee. They both sat staring out the 
window. After a while Muma cleared her throat, "Maggie, are you sure this is the 
right thing to do?" 
"Muma, we went over this before! Of course it's the right thing to do. It's too 
much for you to take care of him all by yourself. Mr. Perkins is giving us a great 
deal at this place." 
"I believe you, I do think it's the right thing for me. But is it the right thing for 
Michael?" 
"He'll be fine. There'll be other people for him to talk to all the time and 
doctors and nurses all around. He'll be better off there. Mr. Perkins says they've 
had great success with people like Michael. And we can go visit him as much as 
you want." 
"Then why do I still feel wrong about this?" 
After Maggie left, Muma came back out on the porch. Michael was just sitting 
there staring out at the road, watching the cars drive by. After a while, he turned 
and looked at her expectantly, a faintly puzzled expression on his face, or maybe 
she imagined it. She turned away, wiping her hands on her apron even though 
they weren't dirty. 
The day went about as usual. Muma gardened. Michael played with the cat and 
watched TV. The Lone Ranger was one he remembered, the one where Tonto 
gets captured by the bad guys and the Lone Ranger has to go save him, so he 
decided to listen to some music. He put in one of his favorite tapes, the one with 
"The Streak" on it and sat talking to the cat. "Well, Petey. What did you do 
today? Kill any mice?" The cat just cuddled up at his feet and purred. Michael 
scribbled in the little red book. 
Next morning there was a shiny lemon-yellow van sitting in the driveway. 
Michael leaned out the window to look at it. Muma was out there in her green 
straw gardening hat talking to some man. Michael wrote it down on his notebook 
to ask her about later. 
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A few days later, Muma was still finding traces of him around the house and 
trying to hide them. He'd left half-used notebooks all over the house, in the 
strangest places. She found them all though, and the cigarettes he kept hidden 
under the mattress, and his shoe box full of letters and birthday cards, and the 
rubber chicken Maggie's husband had bought him as a joke. She found the 
journal under the base of his desk lamp. She flipped through it absently. It was 
full of lists: lists of things he got for Christmas, lists of all the cassettes he had, 
lists of all the mice his cat had killed, lists of the events of different days. It was 
just lists all the way up until February 21. That one was blank. The next day said, 
"Yesterday Pops died. Muma lost the smiley look and it won't be all right -
anymore." The next day went back to lists. 
Confusion on a College Campus 
People on the wall, brother man 
standing tall. Watching sister 
girl on the creep, running across 
the yard being sleek. 
Sister girl being lied to, by 
brother man climbing through the 
window at 2, "I love!! Baby I 
. need you!! Come on, let me in! It's 
so cold, I'm turning blue." 
Sister girl # 1 telling sister girl 
#2, "Leave my man alone before I 
slay you." Sister girl #2 says 
"Girlfriend, he ain't never been 
yours, I just saw him leave with 
the girl next door." Brother man 
standing in the middle of the mess, 
putting his love to the test. 
Freshmen coming in, learning to play 
the game, but never being taught to 
win and get the fame. 
This game needs to stop, so many 
getting hurt and being lost. Learn 
to love and respect yourself and 
leave those who want to play the 




Vincent Van Gogh: Irises 
Peering into the eye of your storm, 
Calm within the restless petals, 
I sense the turmoil 
Trapped within your tangled mind. 
Winking through wispy lashes, 
Golden eyes return my gaze, 
Dew-strewn tears stain salty reminders 
Of the petal detached for your love, 
Upon coarse canvas. 
Wind-blown, yet frozen in time, 
Tranquility, found only within your glare, 
Was absent on that starry night in ninety, 
Leaving your self-portrait, canvas-white 












Faculty Advisor: Michelle Boisseau 
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